MR PODD OF BORNEO               49
the telephone rang. It was Lochinvar M'Whizzle
issuing his final instructions to everybody for the
night, before going to bed. Maud left her step-father
with his ear glued to the receiver, majdng notes, and
went to the lamp-room. By dint of a lengthy process
of examination and selection, she secured a hurricane
lamp filled with paraffin and passably trimmed. She
lighted it and, creeping out of the back of the bunga-
low, proceeded rapidly to the stables.
She found them, as she expected, in darkness and
absolutely unguarded. It was enough to ma.ke any-
one steal a few more horses, but she resisted the
temptation and went through the widely open door
direct to the stable lately occupied by Old Jo.ke.
Here everything was in order. A pet mongoose in
its hutch in the empty stall seemed much as usual.
The bedding of straw and bracjken in the favourite's
stall looked clean and not more than usually disturbed
The rack was half-full of hay, and the usual piece of
rocjc salt lay in the manger. The horse had evidently
been quietly walked away. She flashed her lamp
about. The robbers, as far as she could see, had left
no sign of their identity. The unoccupied stall next
door, where the hutch reposed, had a plank flooring,
Pieces of harness, brushes, a boot or so lay about.
She had finished her examination of this stall also,
and was about to go elsewhere when some dust in a
corner beside the mongoose hutch caught her eye.
She had reached the stage of her investigation whea
she felt confident of being disappointed. She bent
down with a slightly weary air. But in a moment
all feeling of lassitude had departed, and she found
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